POEM (I CANT SPEAK FOR THE WIND)
I
James T?te and Thor Heyerdahl on Their Way to Work
Thomas Lux This is a task!?to write a two-page essay on three new poems by James T?te. I suppose if I wasn't so familiar with his work, if his work wasn't so im portant to me, and if it hadn't had such a profound effect on my own work, it would be easier. But when I think of James Tate's work I think of many poems, poems that have touched me in many ways: kicked me in the heart, made me howl with laughter, put that knitting needle in my ear and slammed it into my brain ... I won't even pretend to be objective about these three poems of Tate's or his work in general?it's this simple: he's one of the few contemporary poets who is with me every day. The single most important aspect in these three poems, and in all of his best poems, is his ability to make something beautiful out of something frightening, to put that thimbleful of joy into those things that are the saddest. After all, isn't that one of the jobs of a poet: to help us survive, to give us some kind of queer and perpetual hope? Most poets, I'll bet, are 
